specialist.   Behind every sentence he uttered you felt
ithe weight of an unseen shelf of books.    He spoke as
emphatically as the   specialist   would,   condemning   a
patient to death.   The words didn't dribble out of his
mouth, as they did with the club loungers; he pushed
them out, and they stood firm where he had pushed
them, in ordered array. He looked incapable of laughter
or light-heartedness. In the car, at the cinema, at the
dinner table, I hardly dared do more than look at him
sideways.
Probably he was as shy of me as I was of him, For
it was only in the car on the way home that he began
to speak freely. As he went on, the single forbidding
sentences joined hands to form a shimmering river of
talk. I had never heard anyone talk like that before.
There was nothing in which he wasn't interested, and
|| there wasn't nothing about which he didn't know,
there was nothing about which he wasn't determined to
know. For a moment I thought of him as an echo of
Alec, and then I realized that the echo was ten times
stronger than the long-faded voice. Alec's Buddhism
was merely a well-fitting pose which he had put on be-
cause he felt it suited his personality. Bernard wasn't
enclosed within his knowledge: he grasped it. He didn't
only know about Buddha. He knew about Confucius,
who had distilled a religion out of the essence of good
manners. He knew about Lao-Tze, the mystical
librarian whose single book founded China's third great
faith, yet who would never have written it if he hadn't
been compelled to by a frontier guard as he made Ms
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